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characteristics* Their hair was heavily greased, combed
and parted with care. Their clothes varied from sloppy
khaddar pajamas, regarded as a sort of national attire,
to loud, badly cut, ill-fitting lounge suits, which they
believed to be the hallmark of sophistication and smart-
ness,
"They are a mediocre lot/" my old professor said to
me melancholily. "Flippant, almost childish. You will
find they have deteriorated from your day."
"Why is that?" I asked.
"What chance has education had in the last twenty
years? Is the state of the country conducive to impart-
ing education? Why, half the time they are in proces-
sions shouting slogans, protesting and demonstrating.
It's not their fault. It's just the mood of the country."
He told me also of a new college rule by which, for
the first two years, the girls were segregated and could
not attend the same classes as die boys. Only in the
two final years, joint classes were allowed. It was a co-ed
experiment with brakes on. It was not like this in my
time and the fact that in a graduate college it was now
found necessary to separate the girls from the boys,
showed that in certain parts of India the younger gen-
eration had gone backward in the last fifteen or twenty
years.
"Their home education is all wrong/* the professor
said. "Very often it doesn't exist at all. There is noth-
ing talked in their homes except matters of politics and
they grow up believing that education has no impor-
tance and that politics is all.*'
As I watched these Sindhi students, my disappoint-
ment was complete. There was nothing positive about
them except the strong smell of coconut oil with which
they were accustomed to dress their hair, and coconut